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To-Morrow’s Story:

“ JACK CLINGS A WALL™

By Albert Bigelow Paine.

THE SAVING OF DOLLIE.,

By HOWARD DEVINE.

(Copyright, 1902, by Daily Story Pub. Co.)

] OLLIE!" eried madame, sharply,
“Did you hear? Miss Hayes is
walting to have her wedding

ress fitted. Didn't I tell you to watch

for her and attend to {t. Are you aslecp?'’
“Yes, mam—no, mam; [ mean. I will
attend to it, I—I did not hear, madame,
I—I beg pardon,” and the girl sprang to
her feet, flushed and trembling, gath-
ered into her arms the priccless gown of
the heiress and vanisned through the
door leading Into the dressing-rooms.

glrls and an angry snort from madam.
“I don't know what's coming over|
Miss Culver,” she exclaimed. “She seems
to be In a trance.”
In the mean time the pretty blue-eyed

girl with the pink cheeks that were the |

envy of all the great dressmaking shop
of Mme. Gervals had disappeared
through the door of the workroom and
emerged into a dainty dressing-room,
where awaited a haughty damsel with
flashing orbs of the deapest Rrown and
the regal figure of a born queen. This
was Florence Hayes, easily the belle of
all the city and the greatest heiress as
well—a superb young woman, with all
the hauteur of the born aristocrat added
to features and form and carriage of a
beauty of nature. She had reigned long
and with a high hand, but at last had
succumbed to the ardent court of How-
ard Dunton and the wedding day had
been set and preparations Wwere in prog-
ress for the ceremony, which was to be
by far the most pretentious affair the
town had ever seen.

Dunton was youmg, ardent and of ac-
knowledged ability, already a power at

|and you are going to steal him from |
There was a snicker from the other|me.”
| her face in a sofa—then rose

left the place together and rode away

the bar and in politics; not of known
family nor fortune,
the coming men of the place and recog-
nized as one of the most desirable
catches. It was, In sooth, a model
match, and society revelled in it

Dollie walked over to Miss Hayes,

And then a strange thing occurred.
Without the sign of a warning the Iit-
tle dressmaker stepped forward, the
lost color blazing In her cheek, and
grasping both hands in the filmy laces
in the front of the priceless gown tore
out two great handfuls,

“Your wedding gown!" she screamed

hysterically. *‘Your wedding gown! You
#hall not wear Iit. Do you hear, you
shall not wear it. You have no right—

in the sight of God, you have no right.
The law and the priest may glve you
the legal right, but in the sight of God
he belongs fo me and I to him, Of
course he cannot marry me—I am not
ofehls world—all I. can do is to love
him and be loved—some doll born with
a gold spoon In her mouth must bear,
his name,"” and then the girl laughed ui
long and ghastly laugh. Then clinch-
fng her hands: '‘Yes, you can bear hls
name, but vou can never have his hearl
and always you must know that you !
are second—that I was first—yes, and
am fiist now and will be, He ls mlne
and 1 am his. All you can do is to
ride in his carriages and lve In his
house and bear his name. Much joy to
you,” and the girl laughed and cried
hysgerically as she stamped her pretty I
feet on the carpet,

The face of the other woman was a
drama during this tirade.

“Ig this true?’ she demanded in &
véice so0 tense as to awe the girl, “I|
must know the truth. Do not trifle with |
me. If vou tell the truth I will be the
best friend you ever had. If you are
merely after money you can have all

but distinctly one of |

; be
'to him, forsaking all others, to love,

you want If you tell me the truth. But
do not attempt to trifle with me. I will |
not stand it, and l.wurn you for your
own zood.*

She paused, and the other woman met
her eyes without fliinching.

“I tell wyou, the truth,” she sald sim-
plyv. “I w mt no money. All 1 want is
him—Howard., It is not his monev 1
want—it is him. I love him—yes, I do—
1 love him a thousand times better than
you or any other woman Knows how-—

She sank on her knees and burled |
suddenly
and flercely and went on: “Vo. you are
not. You cannot. I will wait and watch
—yes, and pray, and I will keep him. I
know I will. You will have all the
honor and the name and pride, but I
will have him—see if I don't—him and
his love. You will have the husks and
I the kernel."”

“\Wait, girl,”” cried the other fiercely,
forgetting her position, her dignity—
everything but the words of the woman
before~her, ‘‘Listen to me.” And she
grasped her arm so fiercely that Dollie
winced. “Prove to me what you say
and 1 will do for you what you can
never do for yourself. I will be the
best friend you ever had."

A few moments later the two women
in the magnificent equipage of Miss
Hayes.

. - . - . - -

Never had there heen such a gorgeous
wedding scene in the social annals of
the city. The church was crowded with
the tashion, beauty and chivalry of the
mosat exclusive circles. The great au-
dience craned its collective neck to
hear the responses.

“Do vou, Florence, take this man to
your wedded husband, to cleave un-

honor and obey him until death do you
part?”’ read the clergyman solemnly in

his most sonorous voice. He paused
and comfortably awaited the response

Then came the crash from the clear
sKy. !

““No, I do not,” replied the woman at
the altar In a clear, tense tome, throw- |
ing aside her veil and disclosing a face |
of ashen color strangely set. “God help |
me, I cannot. I'— |

‘“My God, Florence,
mean!” exclaimed
aghast.

“‘Silence,” commanded the woman,
turning upon him with flashing eye.
“I will not because 1 cannot In the sight |
of God and man. I will not and cmﬂwt‘,
because this man belomngs to another. |
But, good friends, you wlll not be|
cheated of the wedding you came to!

what does this
the bridegroom,

| see, The bride—the real bﬂde—la here,

and the ceremony wlill go on,” and
with an Imperious gesture she motioned |
forward Dollle Culver from her brides-
| malds, lifted the veil from her fright-
ened face and, turning to the glergy-
man, said:

“Proceed, sir, the bride and the bride-
groom are ready."

The reverend father cau:ht the poetio
justice of the occasion a: | sternly be-
gan the service over agaln. The startled |
bridegroom, unable to gather uugctherl
his scattered senses, mumbled along the
responses and in a thrice the closing |
words were spoken and the Four Ilun~'
dred were making their way to the duor[
amid a rattle of tongues that would |
have put the tower of Babel to sleep lnl
|2 cradle,

AT THE LAND STATION.

By HARRY KING TOOTLE. .

(Copyright, 1902, by Dally Story Pub, Co)
HE young man, alone in the little
house on the high polnt, took from
his pocket a letter, and read it for
the fourth time since coming on duty
two hours before. Then he carefully
scanned & time-table of the White Belt
Steamship Company. And that was for
the fourth time also. Once more he read
the letter, addressed in a feminine hand
to Mr. Arthur Hill, and once more he
compared it with the time-table,

From the wall above the table a girl
smiled down upon the operator. A girl
in » sallor hat, with dark, wavy locks,

Hill was awakened from his day-
dream by the banging of a shutter. The
wind was rising.

Click-click-click, click, click-click-
olick, click. 8-t, s-t, s-t. The little
sounder began to jerk llke mad. Just
the two leiters over and over; s-t, s-t,
@t It was the call for a station. HIill
#prang to the table and answered, then
with eager Impatience walted for a re~
ply. At last the sounder began to speak,
“This is the Ethan Allen. Are you Pine
Island Point? B, Huat."

Through Hunt Hill promised himself
@ long chat with Ethel Wade.

Hil danced around the room In great
glee, shook his fst at the raging stonm,
blew & kiss to the girl in the picture and
managed to stand still long enough to
reply: Y0, K. Go ahead. HI"

Blowly, laboriously, the instrument be-
gan its task. Hill calmed down to catoh
the first words from BEthel. To his sur-
prise and dismay it was an officlal de-
spatch.

“Wire Boston office Bthan Allen
driven out of course by storm and ice,

Lost bearings. BStorm increasing. Half
speed. Two slight le.)u. Capt. An-
drows."’

Now came uwt.hnr long walt. Bince

the captaln's telegram it cost him a
great pang to look up at the girl smil-
ing from the pleture, He could only
stgre at the cruel waste of waters and
the gloomy waste of clouds. The unfeel.
ing sounder began to click. At the first
words his heart jumped with the pleas-
ant thrill of expectancy.

“Dearest, don't worry, BEverything
fs all right. I am comfortable, and not
the least bit frightened. » can talk to
you, o, Isn't It strange? But when
we are masried no long distanoe com-

HIll was puzzled. The captain's mes-
sage told all too plainly of the danger;
vet Ethel's message was light-hearted,
almost frivolous. He wondered if she
really knew. Trembling like a drunken
man, a full minute passed before he
could put his hand resolutely upon the
transmitter.

“Dear Ethel—You don't know whu e
fool I feel I am for asking you to re-
turn to Boston in such weather. Can
you ever forgive me? Do you know you
are In danger? Have Hunt tell you
everything. I hope It i8 not as bad as
I fear. Of course, you,will pull through,
After we meet in Boston nothing will
ever separate us again. Forgive me
for adwising this trip. Anxiously,

“ARTHUR."

Hill added a postscript for Hunt,

“Hunt, tell me the true state of af-
falrs. I would glve everything only to
be on the Bthan Allen."

Again came the weary period of wait-
ing. When the sounder took up Its
burden HIll listened attentively to the
story.

“Captalin's message tells all.
new. Don't see how boat
Miss Wade knows the truth;
preparing message to you. New leak
raported. All pumps golng. When
taking this assignment } prepared for
this, yet, for God's sake, do what you
can to comfort my wife. I shall do my
best for Miss Wade when the time
comes.”

¥ully recognlzing the lmpotency of his
position the operator paced his office
like a caged tiger. It was all he could
do, Taking the heavy lron poker from
under t stove he played with It ab-
sent min®edly llke a walking-stick, The
sounder began Its feeble record, a ram-
bling and disconnected tale, but all the
more terrible for its incoherenc

“Leak In boller-room—fires nu? Roats

belng launched—ean't punlhl live -sec.
ond juale's boat smashed; lum The

Nothing
can llve.
Is calm,

ship can't llve quarter huur Captain
xliln'.not leave, [ithel and I In cap-

It was ended. The little sounder
came to & stop with a maliclous snap,
and refused to glve up further secrets
of the dead. HIII walted wmn straining
"l'l‘Vl!l and staring eyes, but It was use-
less. A loud blast of the wlnd aroused

him. With a plercing laugh he sprang
to his feet and grasped the eav r.
In his blind rage hg sWung u.n«o’oh

head and brought It down upon t
senseless lnllrumonl and uln
the bar rose and fell wuh h ury.
rtl)’vorc‘o'x,xw utml“n b:'uleh J:i
8 madness sank to the oor.c -
ering before the riot of o'

uh:o“ le the
T

A DEVOTION TO CONSISTENCY =

BY SUSAN

A WINDFALL.

KEATING GLASPELL

((Copyright, 1002, by Dally Story Pubd. Ce.)

UDGE CHANDLER wae the most admired, the

J most feared and the most disllked man on the

Supreme bench. His veneration of the law was
the dominant pasaion of his life, and so above all else
and so all-diffusing that in the whole round of
human emotions there existed not one that could
Jostle ie.

His record testified that he had never tolerated a
testing of the law's elastic properties for the relief
of offending humanity.

It was a soft night in Aprll, and the Judge was, as
usual, at work in his rooms at the State House.

He was writing the opinfon that would affirm the
decision of the District Court In the celebrated case
of State vs, Margaret Matthews. The members of the
court had gone over it at unusual length among
themselves that afternoon, for In the first place three
of the judges had leaned to a new trial

Thelr reasons were a little shaky, but Margaret
Matthews was a beautiful woman, and her husband
had well enough deserved killing at her hands.

In the end, however, Judge Chandler had disposed
of their contentlons with the brutality of a logiclan,
and s0 to-night he was writing the opinion that
would mean the beautiful and long-suffering young
creature must spend her life In the-dreary confines of
the State penitentiary.

He had almost finished his work when there came
a knock at the door.

“Well—come in."

When the boy stood before him he supposed it was
merely a telegram and resumed his work.

But when the young visitor sald:

“Are you Judge Chandler?’ It was not in mes-
senger boy volce, and upon second look he laid his
pen aside and sald quietly:

“Yes, I gm. What is it?”

“1 killed my father a couple of hours ago,” sald
the boy. *I thought I'd come qnd tell you about {t."”

Judge Chandler measured him with his eye and was
betrayed into a fleeting look of #urprise. Then, with
his much-feared directness, he’asked:

“Aren’'t you taking your case to the Supreme Court a
lttle early?"”

“I guess you don't know who I am,’” sald the boy.
“Fred Ewing is my nume. My mother used to be
Miss Edi‘h Welling when you knew her. She's dcad--
you know."

There came a gasp of pain from somewhere, but all
the State would have denied Judge Chandler having
any part in it.

Yet the whole State to the contrary, it {s sure that|
he got up and took the boy hy the shoulders, and that |
his lips grew lifelessly white, and he was mumbling
some unintglligitle thing between them.

“I did not know where to go,'' the boy went on,

“and so 1 just walked round. When I saw I was up
by the State House I rememmered she hald told me

once If 1 ever was In any trouble and didn't know

where to go to come to you. She sald If I told you

used to be Miss Edith Welling
pou'd look after me. She didn’t have time to say any
mores aboyt it because he came v fust then ’

Judge éhnndlerl face had Erown a queer cast—
pomething a great deal more colorless than white.

“8it down,” he mumbled, pointing weakly to one of
the high-backed chairs, “and tell me.”

The boy threw back his coat

“Here's the blood,” he sald, rubbing his hands lin-
geringly across the red streaks on his chest.  “Now
you can tell for sure I did it."

The Judge looked from the ugly red streaks up to
the calf-skinned volumes that lined the roomy and
then his cye came back to the table and rested a min-
ute on the opinion he had been writing.

“But why,"" he whispercd in dry,
“for God's sake, boy, why?'

“Becausd he sald things about my mother,” sald
the boy hotly, “and because he took my plcture of
ther and threw It in the fire and stood there laughing
at it while It burned up. That's why 1 killed him.
Wouldn't you have killed him too?"

“Yes," replled Judge Chandler, of the Supreme
Court, in cold, declsive volce, "I would. God—God,"
he went on with glowing violence, “how 1 would
love to have killed him,” and his’ head fell to the
oplnion that was to send the beautiful woman to the
penitentiary, and there came sobs that seemed to
make those leather-bound custodians of the law
tremble In their places.

The boy went over and stood beside him.

“I'm glad you think it was right to kill him," he
said.

The Judge shook his head,
something, but falled.

“I wish I'd known about you before. Maybe If I'd
come here you'd have got the doctor for mother when
she was sick. Would you?"

“Yes,”” he whispered, and all the tragedy of a
lite time seemed to go into the words, I would."”

“She got awful white at last,” the boy continued,

my mother's name

shut-up volce,

He seemed trying to say

his voice quivering a Ittle for the first time. i |
gitess she knew she was golng to die. If she hadn’'t
she wouldn't have told me about coming to you. I'm

glad now she did. I don't know what I'd have done
{f she hadn't. He didn't pay any attention to her at
all except to say things to make her cry. She cried
all the time the week she died. And he didn’t care at
all about her being dead. Right after the funeral he
went away and stayved three days and theh he came
tack and brought some men and women with him,
They made an awful noise.'

The Judge had closed his eyves and his fists shut
tight together. Two bright red spots came into his
coiorless face,

“Are vou sure he is quite dead?’ he asked in ¢
quiet, awful voice.

The boy only nodded an assent, for there were foo:-
steps in the nall, and they had halted befare the door.

“Beg pardon for troubling you, Judge,"” sald the un-
uniformed officer, bt we are on track of Fred Ew-

ing, & boy suspected of killing his father. He came
to somewhere in the vielnity of the State House, and

one of the guards =ald a boy about his slze came
iuto the lmhdlug A while ago on pretense of wanting
to €2 vou, We thought''—-

“The boy who came to see me had a message,’

broke in the Judge in his cold way. ‘'He is a boy 1

know. 1 have scen no ona else’™
“That's :|ll." pald  the officer, turning away
‘Thank you.™

But the boy was moving restlessly in the next room,

He was frightened now, and that made the look of
the mother more plain than it had been before.

It was 5o easy to think the years had rolled back- |
and that it was she whn s.00d beside him.
beating of his heart made him feel what a fool
could ever live it down—

warid,
The
he had been to suppose he

and forget. |
The law had heen a paltry, empty mubstitute after |
all, for the old days were as vivid now as they had
been twenty years hefore, Shd had never gone out

of his heart—she never woukll

“Sit down there by the window,” he =ald in a volce
he had not used for twenty years, It will be all
right, only I shall have to think It out™ At last he

took @ bunch of Keys from his pocket and started to
leave the room. *T am going over to the clerk's of-
fice,” he told the boy, “‘to look for some things that

may help us'

When he came back he lald a large bundle on the
table.

“A strange uge to make of exhibits' he sald, more
to himself than nis companion, “but it seems the
only way."

Half an hour later the boy was an inconspicuous

looking gir!

A cloak and hat submitted In
in another, had worked the transformation.

“1 think we can manage,'' snld the Judge as he
looked hin. over, “and I can get them back in time."

He turned to make his own preparations, and then
whep he was ready to leave stond there looking dully
about the room. He knew it would never be the same
to him again.

A week later came the stupefying news that Judge
Chandler, after returning from a visit to Montreal,
had handed the Governor his resignation from the
bench.

When the truth dld come it was a greater blow
than the resignation had heen. Judge Chandler had
left the bench to become a criminal lawyer.

He won hils st case, and he kept on win-
ning. Soon It was sald to be impossible for the law
to hold her own where Chandler—her once unbending
exponent—was acting for the defendant

They frankly sald they could not underatand.

“He Is a strange mixture,!’ sald an old lawyer to a
friend one day. ‘I have concluded he i a man whose
tendencies are not consistent with themselves."

He wase never to know that a devotion to consis-
tency was the very thing that had brought it all

about

COL. CURLEIGH

'S RECKONING

o« By J. EDWARDS

(Copyright, 1902, by Dally Story Pub. Co)

T was dim autumn twilight without, with a spiteful
I gust twirling about the corners of the house and
* corisp brown leaves shivering to the earth, and the
unutterable pathos of late autumn lowering over 11
all, and pervading every nook and cranny; even
creeping Into the great oaken hall of the Curleigh
mansion and for once quleting black Tom’ s“Mtongue
with a strange kind of awe as he-plled higher the log
fire and watched the blazes peep about between the
wood, and then go dancing up the chimney.

Col. Curleigh, himsgelf, shivered and leaned heavily
upon his goid-headed cane, as he passed down the
hall and into the llbrary. The room was of stately
size, with good taste and luxury modestly and with
well-bred unobtrusiveness hidden away in the depths
of its soft draperies and carven furniture.

Against the wall stood several massive bookcases,
with carved deer and boars chasing each other across
the fronts, while ponderous tomes peeped from within
through dlamond-paned glasses. On the walls, be-
sides the governor over the mantel, numerous other
Curleighs looked down from their gilt frames, dingy
and cracked with age.

Near one end of the room was a recent portrait,
contrasting strangely In costurge with its neighbors,
It was the colonel's wife, a woman with a soft, beau-
tiful eyes, that had one day looked at the susceptible
colonel and entranced him, and then passed off Into
the dank, stony Curlelgh vault down by the parish
church. '

The colonel drew up before the mantel a capaclous
armchair, from whose depths he gazed drowslly at
the fire. Impe-ceptibly his thoughts wandered from
tople to topic, mostly of the past.

_*““Ahem!"

The colonel gave a start, for the cough unmis-
takably came from over the mantel, and, to his
further and utter astonishment, the governor in his
glit frame shut both eyes and opened them agaln,
and then proceeded to open his mouth.

“Ahem! Col. Curleigh, I belleve,” sald the gov-
ernor, stepping without the least trouble from his
frame down to the floor, and bowing; ‘‘charmed to
have the pleasure.’

“The same,” replled the
composure with an effort.

‘“Dhe present head of the Curlelghs I presume—
charmed, I assure you."”

The colonel was still nonplussed, and in default of
a remark offered his strange guest a chalr.

“Now,” sald the latter, seating himself and taking

colonel, recovering hls

a pinch of snuff, “I have a bit of family: business to
discuss; shall we proceed at once?”

“By all means."

“Well,” punctuating his remarks by rapping hls
cane upon the floor, "you are perhaps aware of a
custom which holds that members of my family at
some time before death are summoned before a fam-
ily tribunal and there passed In review. Therefore
I have assumed the duty of assembling n.y relatives
on this night, but considered it an act of courtesy
to first speak with your honorable self, lest there be
preparations such as you may deem necessary for the
occasion."

The governor drew a long breath and settled back
in his chalr.

*I believe there are none." -,

“Very good."

He tapped on the floor with his cane.

Then, to the colonel's still more profound astonish-
ment, the varlous portraits, one by one, were secn 10
descend. First came a pompous matron rustling
down from her frame; then several beruffled men,
and a slim-walsted beauty, arm In arm with the
original immigrant that came frem England.

Meanwhile the assemblage chattered gayly over
topics of the last generation, gossip long since de-
caved with its votarles, finance, politics, whig and
tory, until one might have thought hin.self to be hls
own grandfather.

All was cut short,
the governor's cane.

“We will now proceed.’”’ he said, “merely as a mat.
ter of form,” nodding reassuringly to the colonel, ‘‘to
address to our relative a few perfunctory questions,

however, by a vigorous rap of

¥irst, your profession was—er?"
“Law."
"Good. Successful?"’
“No

'I'ho governor twisted up his wnth ~chain by way
of expressing his dlssallsfaction, and a sha low passed
over his brow.

“Have you held office?”

**No." ’

“Amnssetn fortune?”

“No.'

“Written any books or in any vly distinguished
ypurself?"”

“I--1 fear not.”

The governor twisted his watch-chaln Into several
complicated bowknots, and his brow grew darker.
‘““The Curleighs,’”” he sald, drawing himself

haughtily, “are not accustomed to live thus.'

up

“Wretch!''y broke in a feroclous-looking general

wiho had In his time been noted for Adoing nothing
“1 can stand anything but that;” but the governor
withered him un with a look and lurned to the as-
semblage )

“Our relative scarcely seerms to have honored his
family very highly., The Curleighs are not wont to

live thus.” His brow was like the frown of a thun-
der-cloud.

“YWretch!" refterated 4hes general, grinding  his
teeth,

*‘Horrld v&elch!" exclaimed the siim-waisied
beauty

“Out with him! gut with him!" cried all at once.
‘“‘8hame on him! disown him!"

They pressed threateningly forward, but the gov-
ernor raised his hands for silence and again spoke:

“I understand, then, that your opinlon, after cool
and deliberate weighing of facts, Is unfavorable to
this man. It seems to be unapimoys.*

There was a murmur of approval, but it was cut
shory by & woman’'s soft wolce that came from the
shadow of one of the far corners.

“I beg Your Honor's pardon,’ it said! and every
one turned surprisedly to the speaker: ‘‘the verdict
is not unanl . mnd Your Honor Is a wrelch, and
you, and you, and you," to the others,

All this was said In a cool and restrained but firm
volce, and ag the speaker finlshed she stepped out
into the centre of the group.

The assembly instantly recognized her as the col.
onel's wife.

Thero was a decislon in the heautiful eyes that
awed all into an nosashed sllence, in bhe midst of
which she flung her arms about the colonel's neck
and cast a defiant glance at the governor.

“Never mind what these cruel men may say to you,
I know that a life cannot have been wasted that made
me 80 happy. Could vou or I care for any honor
without love? At any rate, I love you as though you |
were the Czar or a Senator or anything big, just be-
cause—because [ do."”

The head nestled down upon his shoulder,
onel drew the figure a lttle closer. \

“Now,” he whispered, *I think we can dispense
with the opinion of these ladles and gentlemen.”

The colonel looked up, but to his surprise the com.
pany was gone.

The governor smiled benignantly over his head from
the midst of the gllded frame, just ay he had always
done

But the fire was out and the room was chilly.

“Tom,"” he called, putting his head out of the door,

The col-

“some more wood for the fire."”

y —

BETTY’S LOVE

_—4

(Copyright, 1602, by Dally 8tory Pub. Co.)
T was during my first season,’” sald Betty, discon-

solately. .
“Pray, then, take comfort,' saild I
probably forgotten about it by this time'

We had left the golf links for the seductive sheiter
of the summer-house.

“As 1 was saying,' she went on, I met him every-
wherd. lHe was awfully devoted, and sent me flowers
and candy and gloves—-he was certalnly very much in
love—and 1"~

“Go on,” I murmured encouragingly, as she paused,

‘“He's

“you see,’” resumed Beity, reflectively, ‘I really was |

too young to know my own mind. I couldn’t endure
him now. The passion of my life has yet to come.'

“‘When half gods go the gods arrive,.' I quoted.

“What did you say?’ Inquired Betty,

1 repeated the guotation,

“and you were very much In lgve, too,'"

“What does that mean?’ shé demanded.

“It means,' sald I, "that when you marry me you'll
forget all about Ar(-huv.n"'

Betty looked thoughtful.

“It probably means,’' she sald with more discern-
nsant than I should have credited her, “that when ]
marry Lord Crackenthorpe I'll forget all about you."

“Should you be so ungrateful? I acqulesced.

“The reason I told you this," sal deBtiy, examining
my brassy attentively, “was to ask you If you would
mind-that W & you Would oais ie-d mean, do you

think you could find out for me if he considers

me''——
“In other words,” gald 1, as she hesitated,
would !lke me to sound Archdeane himself."

“you

“Well, yes,' sald Betty, much relleved by my eom-
prehension, “‘that's exactly it."

I assured her | would go to the ends of the earth
to serve her Interests

“Ivg awfully good of you, Mr. Carmichael” sald
Betty, gratefully, "1 pever shall forget It, I assure
you."

‘*“*The pleasure,” 1 asserted, "is mine."

“It's nice »f you tu say that,” sald Betty nalvely;
“it makes me feel more comfortable. You must ap-
preciate that my confldence I8 a token of my shcere
friendsalp for ¥ You cin easily see that In the
event of my marringe with Lord Crackenthorpe in
what & horrible position I should be placed should
Capt. Archdeane appear.'

“Indeed, yes,'" sald |, greatly affected by the touch.
Ing proof of Miss Gordon's rvegard, *'I can fully

realize 11, I once had a slowilar experience.”
“You 41d7" sald Betty, eagerly. *“You never told
me, Who was ghe?’

I was silent on this peint.

“How dld you ever get out of 1t?' asked Hetty.

After discovering that we were not adajpted to each
other's needs, | decldod to tell her so. I went to her
and sald; “"Millly' '~

“Was It Mildred Powell?' demanded Betty breath-
lessly,

1 hesitated,

“Well, yeu, it was," I sald at length, “bu‘i trust

to your honor, Miss Betty, not to speak of what |
have unwittingly Adiscloged."'

“Oh, very well,” quoth Mlss Betty nnmll), ‘what-
ever made you change?"

“You,” I sald promptly,

Betty was mollitled.

Next day, in Paris, Archdeane's sister apprised me
of his marriag: 1 gasped for breath

“Who—whom dia he marry¢'’' I managed to articu-
Jiute .
sald lady Ash-

“Why, Mildred Powell, of course.”
lelgh, wondering at my stupidity
'hien I had suficlently pulled mysel! together |
took my leave and returned to 1y hotel. There |
found a letter from my fatner summoning me at once
to Rome

I uwccordingly despatched the following teiegram |..
Betty to acquaint her with the result of my Inbors:

“Miss EKlizabeth Gordon, Saxminster, Blankshire,
England
' "PARIS, 22 June, 18w
“Archdeane left Paris last night. Bhortly after my

arrival was married to Milly Powell, Know you will
send hearty congrats, Leave for Rome this afternoon
“R. T CARMICHAEL."

1 have never seen Miss Gordon since
ing to England 1 visited Monte Carlo

There | met Lady Crackenthorpe on her honeymoon
Bhe received my greeting with a frigid tow.

Gosslp about her was rife there and the story was
going the rounds that, having been jilted by the man
she loved, sbe had married old Crackenthorpe Ln & Ot

16 case, and a wig|

Hefore return. |

|

By JULIA TRUITT BISHOP.

| fCopyright, 1002, by Dally Story Publishing Co.)
| IS8 ELINORE HOLBROOK, spins.
| ter, sat in her room in the tene-

ment-house and thoughtfully
imwk stock, as it were, of the situation,
S8ha wae forced to confees that it was
i not very alluring, True, she was young,
with a vallant lightheartedness at most
times, with a face that had been found
very attructive, In time, and with
soft blue eyes that had a gift for seeke
tng out the sorrows other people had
shut up in their own hearts, and for

its

|carrying help and eomfort with thelr
|glance.  Hut what 4id all that amount
|to this evining? Tt really seemed that

would have to give up the struggle
herself defeated

|
| she
and acknowledge

| She had paused again and leaned back
one-armed rocker,
coming over her that
before—a kind of

fn the battered old
| Something was
she had never felt

weakness thut settled down on her like
|a pall. She could scarcely articulate
| the faint “Come in!"" when there was a
| rap at the door. A tall young man in

a velveteen Jjacket entered and care-
| fully deposited 5 large bundle on the
| tabte.
| “I've had a windfall,”” he sald, cheer-
| tully, *“*and I've been out buying eat-
ables. 1 wouldn't give two cents for
the things If [ have to eat them alone.
Come, help me spread the table, now.”

It was so transparent that her face
flushed a deeper red, but she tried to
smile at him brightly.

“What a pity! 1 ate dinner only a
few minutes ago!' she sald without
moving. “But do sit down here and
cat, Mr. Carter, and we'll talk. A
windfall! How lovely! You must have
sold a picture yourself, then?"'

He had been looking at the little ta-
ble, and now he (urned upon her ac-
cusingly,

“You have been eating orackers and
water,” he eaid, his face reddening.
“How did you dare?-and with my room
ten steps away'! T think you might
have given me credit for a little manli-
ress—you might have let me bs your
friend, at least!”

I-1 didn®t mind it she murmured,
weakly, not daring to leok at him.

“Don’'t be gullty of subterfuges, Miss
Holirook,” he retorted bitterly. And

then all at once he caught both hes
hands and made her look at him.

“Paverty isn't such a bar, is 1t?" he
asked, with stmple tenderness. ‘‘Would
it matter If we were always poor? Ii
cottldn’'t be much worse than this, could
it?—and then we would be together, In-
stead of always alone. I want to stand
between you and the world and keeg
you sheltered and fight your battles for
you. You'll let me do that, won't you,
Nell?""

‘"Are you sure
asked, wistfully.
sure?"”’

“Perfectly sure,” he replied with a
happy laugh, trying to draw her nearer
But she held him away.

“*And would you give up loving me if
you found that I was even poorer than
you thought—oh, dreadfully poor?"”

“I would love you, even if I found
that the crackers and water had gives
out,” he sald with the deepest gravity.

And all at once she was laughing and
there were tears on her lashes,

“And suppose that I were to receive 8
windfall, too?" she nuestioned demurely.

“[ would try to bear It,” he asserted
vallantly, taking delight in the bloom on
her face and the shiming of her eyes
“We could club together and have an
evening at the theatre and a suppe:
afterwards and then settle down to the
happlest poverty!" :

“Oh, my dear!' she murmured trem-
blingly. "I have a great fortune, but ]
never was so glad of it, so happy for {1
hefore. It had all seemed s0 useless—
and I was so useless—and 1 ocame hert
to live among the poor for a whiie—
to live as they lived—to learn to help

them—then I learned to love you.”

“1 don't mind 80 much about the
money,’”’ he answered st ly. "One
reason {s that the windfall I mentioned
|s my grandfather's fortune, which came
to me through his death five months
aRo.

“Five months ago!' she cried, looking
at him in amazement. *‘And you have

vou Jlove me?' sht
‘"Perfectly, perfectly

had money all this time? Then why—
why have you stayed''—

“Because [ couldn’t leave you,'" he
sald

And then they held cach other's han l
and laughed like two children, only t
lhel’e were tears in the lnughter. When
they ~ame back to earth, after a while,

ke r‘rh d with reckless hnpplnell'
“Oh, let's eat. | am simply famished!"
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